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Summary: His duties to Nirn done, Imiher the Dragonborn is done with 
saving the world. But dear old Uncle Sheo has other plans for the now 
retired Dragonborn. By sending him on a permanent vacation to 
Remnant, much to Imiher 's initial annoyance. But will the world of 
Remnant bring the Dragonborn? And what will the Dragonborn bring to 
Remnant ? 


1 . Chapter 1 

**Chapter 1. Mad Gods are Mad** 

A flash of a blade and the Thalmor soldier fell, a head short. Imiher 
brought his moon blade to his side, and with his free but gauntleted 
hand, he motioned his troops forward. 

"Keep going! Don't let up on these bastards!" Imiher cried out. A 
wave of men and women in armor wielding a variety of weapons surged 
forward into the ranks of Thalmor soldiers. Those following Imiher 
were a combination of mercenaries. Dawn Guard, Companions, and 
various other volunteers. Some of the volunteers were even 
mages . 

Though, following the end of the Skyrim Civil War Imiher had been 
made Legate, he had given it up. He wasn't a man for titles or 
positions of authority if he could help it. He had even stepped down 
from being Harbringer of the Companions. Despite the honors, being in 
a position of authority over the lives of others didn't sit well for 
him . 

Imiher followed the surge of fighters into the fray as hundreds of 
them smashed into the Thalmor lines, with vicious fighting breaking 
out up and down the line. Imiher 's forces weren't the only ones to do 
so. Hundreds of thousands of soldiers donning Imperial armor followed 
suit, engaging the Thalmor forces as far as the eye could 
see . 



Amongst Imiher's forces, he did not see himself as a leader. More as 
a "first among equals" if anything. These were men and women who, 
independent of the Imperial Legions, had recognized the threat of the 
Thalmor and had joined up to fight as an independent force. The only 
way the Generals of the Legions had allowed their support was if they 
"fought under the Dragonborn" . So Imiher had acquiesced that 
much . 

"J'zargo is still quite impressed with this one's battle command," a 
Khajit called out. 

Imiher grimaced, polearm spinning as a blur as he deflected a sword 
strike, and planted the blade straight into the chest of the Thalmor 
soldier. "You know why I gave that up." 

"J'zargo understands, but J'zargo still recognizes it all the same." 
The Khajit let out a blast of lightning on a Thalmor that had been 
rushing him. "Still, J'zargo offers you the chance to learn the 
expert level destruction spells when this is over." 

"No thanks, " Imiher replied. Dragonborn he may be, and shouts may be 
magic, but he was still a Redguard warrior. He recognized the uses of 
magic in combat, but he didn't even like using his shouts unless he 
had to. Let alone magic. 

His Khajit friend shrugged and launched a fireball against a Thalmor 
cast fireball, causing an explosion mid-air. 

Imiher brought his weapon at the ready, and rushed headlong back into 
the battle. A grim smile on his face. 

This battle would determine the fate of Thedas. Over which faction 
would be left in charge; the re-emerging Imperials or the Aldemari 
Dominion. For months, it had been little more than skirmishes and 
small battles, as both sides prepared for the singular battle that 
would determine the outcome. Countless troops on both sides had been 
gathered, both armies ready to deal the hammer blow to finish the 
other . 

Imiher and his forces had all volunteered to be the spearhead of the 
charge. Nearly every single one of them had personal grudges against 
the Thalmor. From persecution, to torture, to losing loved ones to 
the elitist faction's witch hunts. They were all eager to kill as 
many Thalmor as they could, and Imiher could hardly blame them. He'd 
seen plenty of it himself in Skyrim. It was time to end them. 

As Imiher ran through the now engaged ranks of Thalmor soldiers, his 
weapon was a blur of death. The Ebony weapon deflecting blows, or 
cutting through Elven armor was a terror in and of itself. 

A Thalmor Khajit, a rather large one, charged Imiher with a war 
hammer and a war cry. Imiher adjusted his weapon and charged in 
himself. The little duel was over so quickly, no one noticed, and 
Imiher kept moving to his next foe. The Khajit that had tried to kill 
him, dropped to his knees clutching his throat, desperately trying to 
keep the blood from pouring out. But to no avail. Soon, the Khajit 
bent over, with a death rattle emanating from what little voice he 
had left. 


Imiher, being born and raised in Hammerfell, he was a warrior through 



and through. He did not relish taking lives, but neither did he back 
away from it when called for. Such was the life he'd come to 
know . 

Onward the forces of the Empire rushed, engaging in brutal close 
quarters combat with the Aldemari Dominion. Fireballs, lightning 
bolts, and ice spells gouging holes in both sides as they took out 
entire squads of soldiers. Swords clanged, shields bashed, maces 
crushed, and axes chopped. 

In the middle of it, as if death incarnate itself was Imiher the 
Dragonborn. The Redguard twirled his crescent blade spear so quick, 
it was little more than a blur. Every Thalmor soldier that he 
confronted or confronted him, could barely get more than a strike or 
two in when a lethal blow was dealt to them. 

But Imiher had his sights set on one group in particular, the 
Aldemari Dominion High Council, protected by the best of their 
soldiers near the rear of the army. Together, with the Khajit 
J'zargo, the Nord Mjoll the Lioness, Durak the Ore, and so many 
others, Imiher continued his way towards ending this seemingly never 
ending standoff between the High Elves and everyone else. 

**1 Year Later** 

Imiher rested in his little house in Skyrim, overlooking Lake 
Ilnalta. It was a simple home, for a man with few needs. 

Ever since the Empire had defeated the Thalmor, an odd quiet had 
settled over Tamriel. One, though a victory for the Empire, had been 
a costly one. Nearly half of the entire Imperial Army had been killed 
in the war. Imiher had not even stayed for any of the ceremonies or 
celebrations that followed. He believed his role over. Alduin, 
defeated. Miraak, undone by his own greed. And Harkon taken down by 
the combined efforts of his own daughter and Imiher. And now, the 
Second War of Tamriel. 

Rather than be awarded, Imiher had chosen to seclude himself. He had 
done what needed doing and wanted no reward. And as little attention 
as possible. 

Too bad someone else had a different idea. 

"Dragonborn! I can't believe you've ignored my last invitation! Were 
it anyone else, I would have plucked out your eyeballs, and replaced 
them with mice! But since it's you. I'll only do one! Maybe. What 
were we talking about again?" 

Imiher wanted nothing more than to ignore the unwelcome guest, but 
ignoring the Mad God Sheogorath, or any Daedric Prince for that 
matter, was unwise at best. 

Sighing, Imiher gave in. "What do you wish of me, Sheogorath?" 

The Mad God scoffed. "Bah! What have I told you time and again 
lad?" 


"To decorate my home with animal replicas made of cheese, that 
explodes whenever someone mocks them?" 



Sheogorath smiled. "Well, there is that, lad. But I've also told you 
to call me "Uncle Sheo!"" The Daedric Prince made sure to put extra 
emphasis on the nickname. 

Imiher, being a warrior since he could remember, had always walked 
the more formal lines, unlike many Nords . There was a certain decorum 
her usually followed. But with beings like the one standing in his 
small house, he was willing to make an exception. 

"Very well. Uncle Sheo. What is it you wish of me?" 

Sheogorath laughed. "Oh ho! That's better lad! But this time, I have 
something for ya ! Besides exploding sweet rolls that is." 

Imiher suddenly had a very bad feeling. Such things with the Daedric 
Princes tended to get overblown. 

"An extended vacation!" 

Imiher blinked. "A, vacation?" 

"Yep! " 

"How long?" 

"Good question. How long do ya mortals live for? Have fun in the 
world of Pieces! Or was it Fragments? No matter! Enjoy your 
stay ! " 

Let it be said, it took an awful lot to shake Imiher up. Being the 
Last Dragonborn and amongst everything he's done, he'd about 
experienced it all anyway. But being the subject to the Mad God's 
whims? And being sent to a different world that sounded not very 
pleasant just by the name? He was definitely "shaken up". 

"Wait you bas-!" 

And in a tinkling of dust, the Dragonborn had winked out of the world 
of Nirn. The Mad God smiling devilishly, yet innocently at the same 
time. He tapped his chin for a moment. 

"Maybe I should have told him things are a bit different there? Like 
those cute little skull animals! Those things are great at parties! 
Nah! He'll be fine! He is the Nevarinne after all! Now then, I guess 
we'll have a cheese party here!" 

In a poof of smoke, a number of people appeared out of nowhere into 
the humble abode. As did several rather tall stacks of cheese, a 
bard, and a talking fish. 

**Imiher** 

Imiher woke up groggy, and went to clutch a hand to his head, only to 
feel the metal of a gauntlet smack his forehead. 

"By Oblivion!" he cursed. 

Now, more aware of his situation, Imiher slowly and gently rubbed his 
forehead. Then he actually took a look at his surroundings. One thing 
was clear. 



"Well, this place far too green to be any part of Skyrim, " Imiher 
muttered . 

Now, most people would be freaking out at this point. Finding 
themselves in a completely unfamiliar location. But as stated before, 
the Dragonborn had done this thing on several occasions. They weren't 
exactly pleasant memories, but there they were nonetheless. Hence, 
his subdued reaction to his new surroundings. 

Getting up, Imiher felt his hand grip something all too familiar. 
Looking down at what his hand had grasped, he allowed himself a small 
smile. "At least I have my weapon." 

And indeed, his ebony crafted weapon had been sent along with him. 
Haft and blade all ebony. It was his pride, despite the lack of 
ornamentation. The long haft, the single edged blade on the end that 
so resembled a scimitar. The weapon had been his one true companion 
since the beginning. A family heirloom passed down through the 
generations, from warrior to warrior. It had served and saved him for 
so long and so many times, he didn't know what he would do without 
it . 

Getting up finally, Imiher noted, with a mixture of annoyance and 
relief, that he was dressed in Alik'r garments, minus the head piece. 
If nothing else, it offered him freedom of movement. Unlike most, he 
chose to forego armor. It usually just slowed him down. So except for 
occasionally wearing bracers and the like, he usually wore such 
garments anyway. But the annoyance came because he was not born in 
the Alik'r Desert. 

When Imiher heard a growl come from behind, he wasn't panicked. Just 
annoyed. The wildlife of Skyrim already thinned out the weak, what 
could possibly be here that could be more dangerous than a 
mammoth? 

Imiher turned, weapon slung over his shoulder, and nearly dropped it 
behind him. It's not every day one sees a werewolf with bonelike 
protrusions all over it after all. 

"Stand down," Imiher ordered, "and I will not harm you. I do not have 
any ill intent." 

Either the odd werewolf was so far lost to the beast, or just didn't 
care, it lunged at Imiher, letting out a low growling sound. 

In the blink of an eye, Imiher brought his weapon down and thrust 
into the collarbone area of the werewolf, stopping it in its tracks. 
Without hesitation, Imiher drew it back out, and with a clean slice, 
up to down, he split the front of the werewolf's skull open. 

To the Dragonborn 's shock, the creature turned into a dust like 
substance . 

"Well, that's a first," he muttered. 

"Truly? You looked like a capable Hunstmen there. Though I have to 
question wanting a Beowulf to stand down." 


Imiher whirled around, weapon at the ready again, to find a 



whitish-grey hair, a small set of sunglasses, and a mug in his one 
hand, sipping from it. 


"Who are you?" Imiher commanded. 

The man, obviously relaxed, didn't immediately obey. Instead, he 
studied Imiher. 

"I am Professor Ozpin, Headmaster of Beacon Academy of Hunters and 
Huntresses. If you don't mind my asking, since I did answer your 
question, but what is your name?" the apparent instructor asked. 

It was Imiher 's turn to study the man. The clothing was different 
from nearly anything Imiher had ever seen. Which was a lot. But the 
man was not taking an offensive stance with him, if nothing 
else . 

"My name is Imiher. Dragonborn. Though I have a feeling that means 
little here." Imiher responded. 

"Hmmm. I don't know about "Dragonborn." But Imiher, was it? A 
pleasure to meet you. I was wondering what had caused the disturbance 
so close to the school. Grimm rarely come so close." 

"Grimm?" Imiher asked. The way the word was used was foreign to 
him . 

"You truly do not know? I can practically feel the confusion behind 
your question. But "Grimm" refers to creatures such as the one you 
just slew. That particular kind is known as a Beowulf. Individually, 
they are no match for trained Huntsmen and Huntresses. But their true 
strength lies in their numbers." Ozpin paused to sip from his 
cup . 

"That's when even the best trained Huntsmen and Huntresses work in 
groups to either deal with the pack, or to make it to 
safety . " 

Imiher didn't quite know if he should believe the man or not. Then 
again, he was, for once, out of his element it seemed. And the thing 
he had thought was a werewolf, had turned to dust before his very 
eyes. It seems the damnable Mad God had actually followed through on 
his word for once. 

"Look, Ozpin. My apologies. But, I'm not exactly from "here"." Imiher 
began . 

"I gathered that much from your confusion. Are you from one of the 
other major cities? Or perhaps a settlement outside of them?" 

"No. And I doubt you would believe me if I told you." 

Ozpin chuckled a little. "Oh, it takes quite a bit to surprise me 
anymore. Would you like something to eat? I'm sure the cooks at the 
school wouldn't mind making a quick meal." 

The offer of food was tempting. He hadn't eaten before the Mad God 
had showed up. "It wasn't that long ago I thought that not much could 
surprise me either, " _Like about ten minutes ago_, "but so long as 
the offer of food isn't an attempt to kill me. I'll take you up on 



it . " 

Apparently the wording Imiher had used caught some part of Ozpin's 
attention . 

"Kill you? Why would I wish to kill someone I had just 
met ? " 


"a€ll'll explain over lunch." 

**Ozpin** 

It had been a few hours since Ozpin had brought the strange, if 
cordial, fellow up to Beacon. He had seemed rather surprised at some 
of the basic technological pieces that the Academy had. And indeed, 
many other buildings throughout Remnant. 

The food that had been offered, Imiher had seemed to look at oddly 
before taking a bite. Then another. And soon he had been eating as if 
he hadn't eaten in a week! Though, to Ozpin, it seemed the man was in 
his prime. 

And, if not for the odd clothing, behavior at technology that was 
used worldwide, and even the amazement at the sort of foods the 
cafeteria served, the part about Imiher being from another world 
would have been almost completely unbelievable. 

But the man had not struck Ozpin as someone who danced around the 
details. In fact, Imiher had seemed a little relieved to have told 
Ozpin about this world known as "Nirn" he had come from. It seemed a 
fascinating place. But like Remnant, it too seemed to have its own 
fair share of dangers. 

"So, Mister Imiher, " Ozpin mentally noted they should look into a 
last name for the man. As it would be awkward to address someone so 
with their first name, "do you have any idea of how to get back 
home? " 

Imiher was obviously perplexed, before he nodded. "I do have _an_ 
idea. But I doubt it would ever come to fruition." 

"Oh? How so?" 

"Because the being that sent me here can rarely keep a straight line 
of thought. Mainly because he's the Mad God of my world." 

Ozpin frowned slightly. It had been odd hearing about such beings 
taking an active role in the daily lives of mortals. And to hear that 
one had been the cause of this man's predicament? If it wasn't a bit 
frightening, Ozpin would have thought it fascinating. 

"I see. Is there no other way to go back?" 

There was an odd hesitation in Imiher. Ozpin had a feeling he knew 
what the man would say next though. 

"None that I know. And honestly, nothing much is left for me there. 
The only thing I really wanted with me, is my weapon." 


Ozpin looked again at the weapon which Imiher had indicated. A simple 



weapon in design, yet beautifully made. "What of your family? Or 
friends? Surely there must be some back home that would be 
concerned . " 


Imiher sighed. "No family, alive that is. Same with friends. And the 
only people that might be concerned, would be the ones that would use 
me for their own ends. And I refuse to be a pawn." 

Ozpin took a few more mental notes. He wouldn't pry unless absolutely 
necessary. And he doubted it would be anytime soon, if 
ever . 


"Imiher. For the time being, I would like to offer you a place to 
stay here at the academy. We have a number of empty rooms you can 
use." Ozpin suggested. 

"I wouldn't want to intrude. And it wouldn't feel right to just stay 
here without some sort of payment in return." 


Ozpin thought for minute, about how this man seemed to be rather 
attached to a certain old, yet admirable, sense of honor. He 
remembered the way in which, other than the now (semi) understandable 
mix up of creatures, Imiher had easily dispatched the Beowulf. 


"Tell me, how good are you with that weapon of yours?" 


Ozpin made a last note for the day, that the weapon would need a name 
too. If only to make it clear what was being referred to. 


**Author's Note:** 


**Okay. My first (posted) attempt at a Skyrim/RWBY crossover. A few 
things to list here just for clarif icat ion . * * 

**Imiher's weapon- If you have ever played Dynasty Warriors (like 
from 3 or 5 on up), his weapon is essentially Guan Yu's weapon in 
basic design. Though more with Zhao Yun ' s style. If you don't know 

who these are, just do a quick search of each to see what I mean. 

* * 


** Imiher's age- At this point, he's in his late twenties. He will 
not be a student nor getting together with any of Team RWBY, JNPR, or 
other such teams. A pairing? Maybe later.** 

** Lemons- No. I do not do them. So no asking that (these questions 
happen in many fics, so I'm getting that out of the way now) . ** 

** If you are wondering why Imiher has no real magic (other than 
Shouts), it's because Redguards in general have an unfavorable of 
magic in general. Some are willing to look into Destruction Magic, 
but otherwise, it's a pride type of thing. They prefer to use skill 
with weapons over magic.** 

** Thanks for reading, and please leave a review!** 


2 . Chapter 2 


**Chapter 2: Lessons Begin** 



"Just how good are you with that weapon of yours?" 

Imiher looked at Ozpin, wondering what the man was getting at. "I 
don't mean to sound as if I'm bragging, but in truth, few ever truly 
rivaled me . " 

Ozpin simply nodded, while taking a sip from his cup. 

Imiher had told the truth of it. The last foe he had faced to truly 
challenge him, had been a mysterious warrior covered in Ebony armor, 
whom wished to die in battle. But the Ebony warrior, like Imiher, had 
come to a point where few could give him a challenge. Unlike the 
mystery man, Imiher did not covet death on the battlefield. If it 
happened, it happened. But he would not seek it out. 

"Well, how about a demonstration of your skill? Taking down a Beowulf 
is one thing. But how about a friendly spar against one of Hunters?" 
Ozpin asked. 

"That's it? A simple spar? No going to some wildly dangerous location 
to retrieve some mundane object? No eliminating a group of bandits 
plaguing a certain road? Or killing some dangerous wildlife that 
invaded someone's home?" 

Ozpin gave the closest thing to shock that Imiher had seen out of the 
man so far. Raised eyebrows and slightly widened eyes. Apparently 
going on life risking missions for a bit of gold or a favor wasn't so 
common in this world. 

"By all means, no. Nothing quite like that. Though for Huntsmen and 
Huntresses, killing Grimm is one of the major parts of their job. But 
for this? I simply wish to see where you stand as a warrior." 

"a€l Very well. What will the conditions be for this spar?" Imiher 
asked. So long as it was as Ozpin said, it would be fine. 

"The rules are quite simple. The match goes until time runs out, one 
of you is unable to battle or disarmed, or until one of your auras is 
nearly drained." 

"Auras? What in Oblivion are you talking about?" Imiher asked, 
genuinely confused. 

Ozpin seemed a bit concerned. "You don't know of auras? Then how have 
you survived so long in your world?" 

"By skill. Though, admittedly, there were a few times by sheer dumb 
luck. But once again, what are auras?" 

Ozpin sighed. "Auras are the manifestation of one's soul. By properly 
manifesting them, one gains abilities that would normally be 
impossible for a person." 

Imiher thought for a moment in silence, brooding over what Ozpin 
said. "I think, in a way, mine is already active. Allow me to 
demonstrate . " 


Imiher mumbled a few words, and in a quick flash of light, Ozpin was 
left impressed. 



All the Headmaster could say, despite smiling at the display, was one 
thing, "Indeed." 

**A few hours latera€l** 

Imiher followed Ozpin, who had been recently joined by a blond woman 
(carrying a riding crop of all things!), who seemed to be voicing 
some concerns over Imiher being a complete unknown. 

Not that Imiher disagreed with her. In fact, he was wondering the 
same thing about Ozpin. Mainly, why the man was being so trusting 
with him. Or, at least far more than Imiher would be, if in the same 
shoes . 

Years of being the Dragonborn, wandering the roads of Tamriel, had 
made Imiher wary of strangers. At the best of times. At the worst? 

The outcome usually resulted in several bodies left by the roadside. 
It wasn't that Imiher wasn't grateful for the generosity shown so 
far, but the openness was a little odd. 

Lost in thought, Imiher took a few moments to realize that the woman 
with the riding crop was trying to get his attention. 

"Oh, my apologies. What do you need?" 

The blond woman gave him a no-nonsense glare. 

_Now this is a woman used to being obeyed, if not at least listened 
to . _ 

"I'm not sure why the Professor Ozpin feels so confident in you, but 
going against Qrow?" she shook her head, "there's a reason why he's 
regarded so highly as a Huntsmen." 

Imiher raised an eyebrow, "Crow? Well. To each their own." 

Which left poor Glynda Goodwitch slightly befuddled at what Imiher 
was talking about, while the Redguard continued on his way with 
Ozpin . 

When Imiher and Ozpin got to their destination, there were very few 
people present aside from them. One of which, was a man who seemed a 
bit older than Imiher was. The man's most defining features were dark 
steely hair and a rather odd looking sword. Not to mention a definite 
aroma of alcohol wafting from him. 

"Hey, Ozpin. This the guy I'm s 'posed to fight?" the man asked with a 
bit of a slur. 

Imiher wasn't sure if he should chastise the man for drinking before 
a fight, or being drunk already. It was just past sundown! Then 
again, he'd seen Nords do much the same, yet still hold their own in 
battle . 

"Forgive Qrow. He has a tendency to drink," as Ozpin was saying this, 
Qrow took out a flask from his jacket and began drinking from it, "a 
lot. But don't let it fool you. Even like this, he's a formidable 
foe. " 


Imiher didn't bother with saying anything and got into the apparent 



fighting area, across from Qrow. 


"Ah, shut it Ozpin. My niece just started at Signal. Last thing I was 
expecting was a call for some match tonight against some guy you just 
met, " Qrow retorted. 

The two fighters faced one another, each getting into their own 
preferred stance. Crow, taking a more relaxed pose, with Imiher 
holding his weapon at the ready. When the signal was given, both 
rushed forward wordlessly. 

Almost immediately, Qrow was at a slight disadvantage. Imiher had 
reach with his longer weapon. And, though Qrow knew he would have the 
advantage if he got close, he _couldn't._ Try as he might, Qrow was 
the one being pressed back. Imiher 's blade was little more than a 
blur of motion, and it took everything Qrow knew not to get tagged by 
the blade. 

Every time Qrow would try for an opening, every time he would try and 
come at a new angle, Imiher 's blade was already there, cutting off 
that opening. Needless to say, Qrow was getting rather annoyed by 
this. As the strikes were designed _just_ to keep Qrow backing off, 
and little else. 

So, Qrow changed up the strategy a bit, and rushed in, deflecting the 
latest strike with his own weapon, going for a stab to the chest. But 
Imiher was quick to adapt. 

Using the deflection's momentum, he brought the ebony haft up, 
blocked Qrow's strike, and kicked out, forcing Qrow to leap back. But 
Imiher wasn't letting him get away so easily. The Redguard leaped up 
himself, but instead of just a regular attack, he swung his crescent 
blade around with him, almost as if he were a spinning top of blades 
in midair. 

Qrow debated on blocking the attack, but something told him to back 
off instead. He did so just in time, as when the blade struck the 
ground he had just been standing in, the blade _crushed_ the 
flooring . 

"Qkay, that was a bit much." Qrow muttered, "Time to step it up." 

To Imiher 's surprise, Qrow's weapon changed. The handle extended, and 
the blade itself curved in on itself, until his opponent was wielding 
not a sword, but a scythe. 

Imiher eyed the weapon curiously. He'd heard of farmers sometimes 
using such weapons, but he'd never actually faced a scythe wielder. 
Let alone one that doubled as a sword. 

"Let's get this show on the road, shall we? I've got a niece to check 
on," Qrow said almost lazily. 

Spinning the scythe with renewed vigor, Qrow rushed in, with Imiher 
doing the same. The two met in the middle, both swinging their 
weapons at the othera€ 1 . 

**3 Years Later** 

"Yang, do you know anything about this class? I thought we already 



had sparring class!" 


The blonde haired girl known as Yang chewed her lip anxiously, only 
half-listening to her sister. 

"Yang? Yang! We're here." 

Yang snapped out of it, and noticed that in fact, she, her younger 
sister Ruby, and teammates Weiss and Blake, had arrived at their 
destination. The other two were showing varying signs of their own 
anxiety, but nowhere near what Yang had. Ruby was about the same as 
she had been for all of their other classes. 

"Yang? What's eating you?" Ruby asked. But soon noticed the looks on 
her other teammates' faces. "What's wrong with _all_ of you?" 

"You haven't heard of this teacher? He's supposed to be stricter than 
Miss Goodwitch is," said Weis. 

"Yeah, the guy is supposed to be a real hard ass!" Yang exclaimed. 

She wouldn't be able to nap or otherwise goof off in class anymore! 

It just wasn't fair! 

Ruby gave her sister the "you better watch your language or I'll tell 
dad" look, but otherwise didn't say anything about that. "Really? 

Why ? " 

"I've only heard rumors, but it would be nice to be in a structured 
class for once," Weiss said with confidence. Though, despite her 
bravado, even she looked a bit nervous. 

Blake just stared at the door. 

"What sort of rumor?" Ruby asked. 

Yang looked at her other two teammates before responding, "Like how 
he once threw a student into detention for answering a question 
wrong . " 

"Another said that he punched a Grimm through a mountain for 
disrupting his class," Weiss chimed in. 

Blake rounded it off, "And I heard that he broke a students' weapon 
for speaking out of turn." 

Ruby instantly clutched Crescent Rose close to her chest 
protectively, eyes wide in fear. "He wouldn'!" she squeaked. 

A deep, no nonsense tone came from behind the four. "No, I would not. 
But you four will be in trouble if you do not go in, now." 

The four nearly jumped out of their skin from the voice, before 
noticing who had said it. It was an older, darker man, far from the 
biggest they had seen, but he carried an air of "no nonsense" to 
him . 

"Y-yes sir!" Team RWBY squeaked out before bull-rushing through the 
door, leaving an unamused teacher watching them closely before 
following them in. 



When Team RWBY finally looked around at their surroundings, they 
found that they were the only ones there. No other students. There 
were, however, four seats open to sit in. So naturally, they each 
took a seat, each feeling a little awkward about their current 
situation . 

Yang couldn't help but still feel a little anxious. The professor 
hadn't been a seven-foot-tall monster like some rumors painted him to 
be, but something about him still set her on edge. It wasn't the 
visible scar on his face, though it certainly added to the 
intimidation factor. The weapon? No. Though unique, like most 
weapons, it didn't contribute. 

No, Yang thought, it probably had to do with the cold eyes that 
studied the four of them impassively. As if dissecting them, studying 
them, and putting them back together like they were some sort of 
puzzle . 

This was one class she wouldn't get away with slacking off 
from . 


**Imiher** 


Imiher studied his newest batch of students, and comparing them from 
what he had witnessed during their little entrance exam and 
profiles . 

Still, after three years, he could hardly believe he was teaching 
kids how to fight. Or being a teacher at all. But Ozpin, and even 
Qrow, had suggested it. Especially after they quickly shot down him 
wandering around doing odds and ends quests for people. It seemed 
that such things simply weren't done on Remnant for the most part. 

The few things that were, like fighting man-killing monsters, was 
left to the Hunters and Huntresses. 

So, due to Qrow's suggestion, at least for the "subject", Imiher had 
taken up teaching combat. Apparently almost slicing the half-drunk 
man in two had, instead of scaring him, impressed him. It wasn't 
often that foes would be so amicable. And now, three years later, 
with a well-known perception amongst students, Imiher was going to 
teach _both_ of Qrow's nieces, amongst an heiress, and a faunus who 
didn't want people to know she was. Shame Ozpin had told Imiher 
beforehand. Such was life. 

Imiher figured he better get down to the bare bones of what his class 
entailed . 

"Team RWBY, you are merely the latest students to enter this class. I 
don't like dancing around the subject like some other teachers here 
do, so here's what we'll be doing here. First, aside from today's 
class, all classes will take place in the training arena. Second, 
there will be no written homework." 

The blonde girl and the cloaked girl both cheered. 

"However, to make up for this, the training you will be doing will 
make everything else you've done until now seem to be child's play. 
Third, this class is not about how to fight Grimm nor how to better 
oneself in a silly tournament." 



Imiher got a few disgruntled grunts. They weren't the first, and he 
doubted they would be the last. 

"No, this class will be how to fight against foes that are on par or 
even more skilled than you are. This class, is for learning how to 
_win_ fights to the death against enemies not to different from 
yourselves . " 

_That_ earned Imiher questionable looks, particularly from the blonde 
and the white haired girl. _Well, let's see what they have to 
complain about. _ 

Weiss raised her hand and Imiher nodded for her to go ahead. 

"Sir? Isn't our main objective to fight Grimm and protect people from 
Grimm? " 


"It is. Miss Schnee. However, as Huntresses, there are other dangers 
out there far more dangerous that a rabid Ursa Major. I'm you know of 
the White Fang?" Imiher asked. 

All nodded, to one degree or another. 

"Well, the White Fang are but one group of people that have dangerous 
enemies. Others include Roman Torchwick, who is no pushover himself. 
Like with all fighters, there are varying levels of ability amongst 
them all. Some can be easy to deal with. Others will be highly 
trained and _at least_ on par, if not well above even your own 
abilities, " Imiher answered. 

Wiess had a slightly haunted look on her face for a split second 
before nodding in agreement. Or resignation. Either worked for 
Imiher. And now the blonde interjected. 

"We proved we can take on some of the biggest and baddest Grimm out 
there during the test! And, I don't mean to brag, but I'm no slouch 
of a fighter. After all Ia€l" 

Imiher simply watched her impassively, waiting for her to finish 
boasting of taking down a bunch of worthless thugs. When she finally 
finished, Imiher was ready. 

"Taking down a few goons in a club is one thing. Taking on a trained 
assassin or killer is something else entirely. Let me recite a few 
things, and see if they sound familiar to you. Impulsive, brash, 
rushes headlong into danger with little thought for surroundings. 
Almost completely disregards defense in favor of a brawl. Tell me. 
Miss Xiao Long, does this sound familiar?" 

The blonde gulped audibly. Imiher would never openly admit it, but 
there was a certain satisfaction intimidating the overly confident 
students . 

"I'm glad you do. Because these are things we are going to be working 
on to improve your fighting capabilities." Imiher ran his gaze over 
the others, making sure they knew he was addressing them now too, 

"And each of you will also be working on your weaknesses, as well as 
improving your strengths. Any questions?" 


This time Ruby raised her hand, while Blake looked like she wanted to 



be elsewhere. 


"Yes, Miss Rose. Go ahead." 

"Why is this class only team by team and once a week?" the cloaked 
girl asked. 

"Simple. This allows for me to help each of you individually improve. 
Though sometimes, you will have a lesson with another team, to run 
combat scenarios. For the final part of your question, because there 
are so many teams, that is the best I can do. Though, I am available 
to assist when I am not teaching." 

>Despite the answer, it seemed the youngest member was still barely 
containing a final question. <p> 

"Oh, out with it already, " Imiher sighed. 

"Is it true you fought with Uncle Qrow and tied with him?" 

Imiher, deep down, should have known that question would pop up. If 
nothing else, the constantly half-drunk Huntsmen was talkative and 
close to his nieces. 

"Yes, Miss Rose. The two of us sparred a few years ago and have since 
kept in touch." 

"But who won? Uncle Qrow never went into much detail!" Insisted the 
cloaked girl. 

"Neither of us. Because we weren't trying to kill each other." 

There was an awkward silence as the four girls digested this 
information. But before they could ask him to clarify, the bell to 
end class rang. 

Imiher watched the girls leave, if somewhat reluctantly. After the 
door closed behind them, the Redguard took a seat and relaxed for a 
few minutes, expecting Team CRDL to come in before long. Thinking of 
his match with Qrow. 

In truth, Imiher had never even considered a scythe could be wielded 
so efficiently and deadly. And, what he had told the girls, was also 
true. They hadn't been fighting to kill, but rather to test, 
initially. But when the marks for both of their auras went red, 

Glenda had been forced to step in. Neither one had wanted to back 
down . 

In Qrow, Imiher had seen something he had seen in few others since; 
the willingness to do what needed to be done. Sure, killing Grimm was 
one thing. But fighting other sentient beings with the intent to kill 
them was another. If Glenda hadn't stopped them, both he and Qrow 
were ready to continue the match, and most likely would have suffered 
a nasty injury or worse. 

Imiher smiled as he remembered what he'd done to completely throw off 
the Hunstmena€ 1 

_"That's not a bad weapon you got there," said Qrow, "what's it made 
of though? Rock? Felt like hitting a wall or something. 



_ It was after the fight. And though no clear winner, there was 
earned respect on both sides. _ 

_ Imiher, without thinking, tossed the weapon to the Huntsmen to let 
him inspect it. Surprising both, the weapon slammed into Qrow's chest 
and practically pinned him to the floor. It earned a few surprised 
reactions from the few others around as well, but it was Qrow that 
took it the best._ 

_ Other than being slammed to the floor. _ 

_ "Well now, this thing's heavier than I thought." With a grunt and 
getting out of the odd position, the Hunter hefted the weapon up, 
using both hands. "You swing this thing around one handed like what 
others do with a sword! Not bad."_ 

_ As Qrow handed the weapon back, Imiher decided it wouldn't hurt to 
tell them a bit about it. "Well, it's made from solid Ebony. A very 
strong, yet heavy, material. Strong than most other metals that I 
know of. And I've trained with it since I was little. So the weight 
doesn't bother me . 

_ Qrow smirked, "Seriously though, thing must weigh close to a 
hundred pounds. You sure it's not a hammer instead? 

Imiher glanced at his weapon, leaned oh so carefully against the 
wall. Qrow wasn't far off from the weight. But it only made it that 
much harder for anyone to try and steal it. 

Thinking back, he could see little bits of Qrow in the guy's nieces. 
But, unlike Qrow, they still had a long way to go. 

Imiher had made some changes and put down extra notes to each of his 
new students after their "initiation" test. He'd already covered 
Yang. He wouldn't deny the blonde could probably punch a hole in him 
and half the school if she wanted too, but her reckless battle 
attitude was her biggest issue. 

Ruby, while skilled, was young, naA“ve, and too much of an idealist. 
The last part he didn't like stamping out from students, but in life 
and death situations, it could prove disastrous. Whether or not Qrow 
forgave him for it, meant little if it saved the girl's life. 

Wiess was also talented. But her stubbornness to "prove herself", 
along with an air of upper class snobbery, needed to be ground down. 
Else it could get her or her team into a lot of trouble. 

Einally, Blake. She had the abilities, but her social attitude 
towards even her own team was restrained. It was like she was, in the 
worst ways, the opposite of Yang. Too introverted, where Yang was too 
extroverted. Imiher needed to find that balance for both. But 
bringing out someone could be harder than dialing one back. 

When the bell rang, Imiher noted that Team CRDL was late. It seemed 
his notes, along with the official notes, were too right on them. Not 
to mention a few other issues he'd only heard tell about. Those four, 
particularly their leader, would need some good old fashioned 
"corporeal punishment". Or as Imiher liked to call it, putting them 
through the school of hard knocks. 



"Now then, how shall CRDL ' s first class goa€ 1 .?" 


**Author's Note: Sorry about this taking so long. And for those also 
following my other story, I am working on it. But the last week 
hasn't been an easy one. Had a death in the family, after nearly a 
week of rapid health decline. So, possibly expect the next chapter to 

"The Wolf of the League" at the beginning of next week or so. 

* * 


End 
f lie . 



